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Mechanix 

"Fuck, when are gonna get there?!" Junior complained again. "Its so fuckin’ hot in here!" 

| kept my eyes on the road ahead of me and nodded. "I know it is, but | can't do anything about it." 
"Fuckin air conditioning's broke?" 

Sweat trickled down my cheek. "Yeah, | already told you that" 


"Fix the goddamn thing already!" 


"Open the fuckin’ window if you're so hot!" 

| heard Junior huff. "I think its hotter out there then in here." 

| rolled my eyes, did he really have to bitch this much? | mean | was doing him a favor, for fuck's sake! | was 
driving him down to his new house, which he inconveniently put in the middle of nowhere, and all he had done 
since he had gotten in the car was whine and moan and fuckin’ bitch about my driving, my car, and the heat. 
See what happens when | do something kind for people? No appreciation whatsoever. 

| was hoping though that maybe he would repay me when we got to his new home. You know, check out his 
new bed and see if it worked. | watched my bassist out of the corner of my eye. His face was bright pink 
from the heat and his hair was sticking to his forehead but he still looked good. He always looked good though, 


always made me want to pound him senseless. Even now. 

But | had to drive so | couldn't be distracted by such things. 

"Shit, it must be like over a hundred degrees in this thing!" 

"Junior?" 

"Yes, Dave?" 

"Shut the fuck up? Ok? Just shut that nice little trap of yours, its better off closed." 
"Oh?" 


| caught the amused tone in his voice, and looked at him for a second. One eye brow was raised up and his 


mouth was curved into a delicate smile. "Closed, huh?" 

| turned my attention back to driving but gave a slight cough. "Um.maybe not closed..but definitely quiet" 
"lim thirsty!" Junior announced rather abruptly. 

"Do you see any fuckin’ drinks in here?" 

"No," he said quietly, his lips formed a most delicious pout. 

| loved his lips, they felt so good. He worked magic with them and when he added his tongue? | was getting 
hard just thinking about it. 


| shifted in my seat. Now was not the time! 


"Problem?" 


"No," | answered quickly. "No problem." | just had to think horrible bad thoughts, sad things..and not about 


Junior or his mouth or his legs..or his ass or his.. 

Fuck, it wasn't working! 

"Um..Dave?" 

"What? | don't have a fuckin’ problem!" 

He shook his head. "Um..yeah, you do. You're gonna run out of gas." 


"No, I'm not..Aw, Shit, | aml" It was well below empty. | was always so bad about checking those things! "Damn 
it! It's fine though, there should be a gas station somewhere on this road" 


"Uh-Huh," Junior didn't sound to confident. 

The poor car went about another two miles before dying on us. 

"Great! Just fuckin’ great!" 

"Shut up, Junior!" 

"Now, we have to walk in this fuckn' heat for who knows how long and it'll take forever!" 
"Shut up, Junior!" 

"No, I'm hot, tired, and sticky!" 

Sticky? He did just say sticky, right? 

| chuckled at that which earned me a glare from the blonde. "You're sticky?" 

"Yes," he said, crossly. "From the heat, everything is sticking to me. My pants, my shirt, my hair." 
"Your underwear?" | said helpfully. 

He pursed his lips together, trying to decide whether to smile or sneer. "Maybe." 

"What a pity." 


"Yeah, lets just walk." 


SEER ICR IR ICR ICR I aE 
The gas station was everything you would expect it to be, considering it was in the middle of nowhere. Broken 
down cars and parts lying everywhere. And a burly man with greasy hands and hair and very little teeth came 


out to greet us. 


But then again, we were completely drenched in our own sweat, so | really couldn't judge. We probably reeked 


too. 


"What can | do for you, boys?" the man said. He reached out a hand for us to shake. We just looked at it 
dumbly. | wasn't touching that. 


Junior elbowed me to speak. "Yeah, we.uh..ran out of gas a couple miles back, do you have any?" 
The man squinted his eyes. "Well, this is a gas station, ain't it?" 

"| guess." 

"Well, then | guess we got gas." 

| hate sarcasm and | hate rudeness. Fuckin’ bastard! 

Fine, do you have a can or anything we can fill up with gas?" 

"I suppose," the man said, he gestured towards the mound of car parts. "Try over there." 

| nodded and | started to walk away but Junior didn't follow. "C'mon, what are you doing?" 


"I gotta take a piss, man" He tapped the burly man's shoulder. "Um.excuse me, | was wondering if | could use 


your restrooms, please?" 

He always had to be so fuckin’ polite, didn't he? 

"Yeah, sure thing, its around back." 

"Thank you." 

| watched Junior walk around back Well, | wasn't gonna be left alone so | followed him. 
"Junior, wait up!" 


"What?" his voice carried a trace of irritation. "I have to piss!" 


"Let me in with you." 

"Why?" 

"Cause | said so!" 

My bassist narrowed his eyes but allowed me in the tiny bathroom with him. "Sick fucker," he muttered. 

| grinned. "Man, Its really hot in here!" 

"| know!" 

| grabbed my shirt and slowly pulled it over my head, | could feel it sticking to my back and chest. Junior eyed 
me with mild interest. "There," | said, tossing the offensive garment on the dirty floor. "| feel better! Your 
turn" 

He bit his lip to keep from smiling. "You really are sick" 


"Humor me." 


He pulled his shirt off too. | practically salivated at the mouth watching that chest now slicked with sweat flex 
as he moved. My cock jumped alive in my pants. An odd place, in a dirty bathroom. But it would work. 


‘Its still way too hot in here, | see how you're sweating, take off the pants." | held my breath, waiting to see if 


he would comply. 

"You're fuckin’ serious?" 

| grabbed my swollen manhood, through my damp jeans. "Does this look like l'm kidding?" 
"Well..no..but.” 

“Strip, bitch!" 


He laughed and his face only turned a brighter shade of pink. "Kinky freak! Alright I'm going." He kicked off his 
shoes and slowly unbuttoned his pants, slid the zipper down an pushed his pants off. "Happy?" 


"III be in a minute. You still look hot, take it all off" 
He stared at me in disbelief. 


"Move it!" | growled, my dick was practically throbbing now. 


God, | should have taken him in the car. Forget about the new bed, here and now! 


The underwear was soon removed too and he stood there completely nude, save his bright purple socks. "Ok, 


I'm at your service, now." 

"Damn right you are!" | quickly fumbled with my own pants. "Spread ‘em Junior!" 

"Where?! Its too small, and there is no way in hell will | get on that floor" 

My pants were gone now onto my boxers. "Um. spread out over the toilet, you can use that!" 


"My God, | can't believe we're doing this." But he complied and spread his legs as wide as he could go, and 
gripped the back of the toilet. 


It was really getting hot, | swear the temperature must have risen twenty degrees since we had been in there. 
Sweat was pouring over me, down my face, down my back, across my chest. It both disgusted me and turned 
me on at the same time. 


| went over by Junior, running my hand down his spine, feeling his sweat, smelling his sweat. | slid my hand 
down to his growing dick and began furiously pumping it. My hand rubbing and squeezing his shaft till he was 
dripping with pre-cum and his body was twitching against mine. 


‘Oh..fuck, Dave..do it!" He wheezed. "Do anything." 


With my other hand | wiped the sweat of Juniors back and mixed it with my own dripping pre-cum, until My 
hand and dick was nice and slick | parted Junior's a and slid my first finger in all the way to the knuckle. His 
hips bucked as my hand on his cock kept a steady rhythm. When | added another finger he shrieked, the sound 
echoing and magnifying in the tiny room. 


Now that | had prepared him it was time. 
"You ready?" 


He didn't answer really, only babbled incoherently which | took as a go ahead. With as much gentleness as | 
could muster | forced my way in. He gasped and writhed against me. My hips slowly found the rhythm my 
hand had going. And our bodies squirmed and twisted together. He was white-knuckled as he held on to the 


toilet for dear life as | pounded away on him, going deeper and deeper.. 


Sweat was cascading down my almost blinding me. It was just so hot! Junior was gasping and moaning and 
wriggling his hips letting me have more access. And | was just fucking the shit out of him, slamming into him 
with no thought, just pure primal lust. 


With a sudden cry Junior pitched forward and shot his load. | wasn't too far behind, emptying deep into him. 


We held the position for a couple more minutes until | finally slid out of him, Junior remained crouched over 


the toilet, his chest heaving. 

"Fuck." was all he could say. "Holy fuck." 

"Yeah," | agreed. the little mirror above the dirty sink was completely fogged up. 
Fuckin’ hot indeed! 

"Now what?" Junior asked. 


"Now?" | shrugged and slowly reached for my pants on the grimy floor. "Now we get our gas..and then? Well, 
lets just see how hot it is in the car. | might need a little cooling off session again." 


Junior's eyes shone as the steady drips of sweat covered his brow. "Yup, bet it's real hot in there!" 


